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The Car Thief 


Author's Notes: 
I'm gonna give you guys the first five chapters at once because they're all background on the guys. 


The Car Thief 
Duff's POV 


Its getting late. I've gotta get to the fucking gig. But shit, you just can't steal cars in broad Fucking daylight. 
This shit takes finesse you know. It's gotta be the right time, the right place, and fast and efficient. But I'm a 
bit pressed for time because of the gig. Axl can hold us up but let any of us try to do that. We'd have to 
hear about it to the day we die. So l'm trying to get this over with. But | get told specific Fucking cars to jack 
| don't do this for shits and giggles. | do it for the money and because l'm fucking good at it. 


Tonight I'm after a ‘671 Camaro Supersport. Its gotta be in perfect fucking condition though. No dents, no dings, 
flawless interior, leather, and tinted windows. | have to look most of the day in fucking garages and parking lots. 
I'm not sure if | can even find one before | have to be at the gig. But | finally find her. Fucking beautiful car 


man. She's candy apple red with white leather interior. Hello beautiful. 


And its sitting in a Fucking grocery store parking lot of all places. One, grocery stores have a constant flow of 
people fucking coming and going all the time. This creates a Hazzard. Two, I've gotta fucking move fast. 
Whoever owns this baby might be about to walk right on out the door. And three, | have to switch out fucking 


plates before | can even taker her. The fucking odds aren't in my favor at all. 


| hover down next to the car the farthest from the door. Odds are this is an employee car cause they usually 
have to park way in the back. | look all around me to make sure no one sees me. This is why you do this shit 
under the cover of night. More odds of not being seen or any witness to identify me clearly. | reach into my 
jacket and pullout a flathead screwdriver. | start to unscrew the plate quickly. | keep my eyes peeled. I'd say | 
get it off in about fifteen seconds. 


| quickly duck down as shoppers come out chatting with bags. | wait for them to be out of my line of view and 
rush through the asiles over to the Camaro. She's about halfway up an asile. But she's closer to the front 
door too. And she sticks out like a fucking beacon beside all these plain ordinary cars. | wait for my perfect 
moment and nab her plates. | hide between the cars as a car pulls into the lot. Shit this is taking too long, | 
don't know how long she's gonna be parked here you know? The fucking owner might come before | can screw 
her plates to the other fucking car. Opportunity comes so | screw on the new plate to her. | glide like a 
crouched panther through the cars back to the other car. | screw the Camaro's plates to it. Then | stalk back 


over to the Camaro. 


My hearts pounding and the adrenaline is kicking in. Is on. | pull out a jimmy from my jacket. | look around. | 
stand at the door and slide it between the driver's side window and the window seal. | feel around and find the 
rod that unlocks the door. | hook it, pull it up and hear the lock click Fuck yeah! | gleam and slide into this 
beautiful bitch. | sink down as more people come out. Please don't let it be the owner. Luckily it's not. | take my 
screwdriver and stick it in the ignition switch. | hit the end hard and drive the screwdriver into the ignition 
switch. | hear a snap. | turn the screwdriver like a key and her engine roars to life. | can't help but smile at 
how she fucking purrs. You gotta love the sound of a fucking 350 V8 engine. | pull the shifter down into 


reverse and back out of the lane. | put her in drive and go. No fucking witnesses. 


Man there's nothing like the rush of stealing a fucking car. It's like this rush, this high. Your all amped up and 
watching for cops anywhere. You constantly check your speed. You keep looking in the mirrors for red and 
blues. You get all shacky and shit. But when you actually deliver the car you know then that your in the clear. 
Then the paranoia goes away and you feel like you just got off a rollercoaster. Then you get the money in 


your hands and you feel fucking ten feet tall. And then | realize that | fucking love this shit. 


| get on the road and drive her like | own her. | gotta take her down to Long Beach. | drive her into a crate 
that will be boarded on a ship and sent over seas somewhere. After that | go into the office for my cash. 
2500 in fresh crisp hundred dollar bills. t's all about the Benjamin's baby. Then | catch a taxi back to Sunset. | 
had Slash grab my Bass. | get inside just in time to hit the fucking stage. I'm still pumpped up from my car 
jack so | fucking rock out with my cock out. 


The Pimp 
The Pimp 
Steven's POV 


| stand in a doorway out of sight smoking a cigarette. My eyes carefully watch my girls across the street. | 
make sure they don't fuck around. | want my bitches running up to windows like drug dealers trying to sell 
their asses. | rent a cheap ass motel room every night for them to take their John's to. Luckily it works out 
that my three girls are going in shifts to this room. Sometimes it might be in use so then the girls have them 
drive up the alley where | can still see everything going on. It's my job to protect my bitches. 


Barbi comes walking up to me and gives me the cash she just got off her last John. | quickly count it out. $150 
in mostly twenties. She seems a bit rattled. | pull her to me and cup her chin. "You ok baby? Did something 
happen? You didn't page me from the room so | thought things were fine," | stroke her long dark brown hair 
and look at her brown eyes lined with eyeliner. She almost has tears in her eyes. "Baby whats wrong?" 


She just shakes her head. "Nothing.He just kept wanting to put his hands around my throat. He was choking me 
a little bit and it scared me. | didn't like it. But he tried not to get carried away. He gave me a fifty dollars tip 


though. I'm fine. Just a little frazzled. | could use a fix." 


| nod and run my hands down her sides and let them rest on her hips. | can feel her shaking slightly. She needs 
a fix pretty bad. Normally | just keep my ladies in maintenance mode while working. But I'm sympathetic to the 
problems that sometimes happen to them in this line of work. But | think this is an exception of that. She's 
obviously freaked out. "Ill page Izzy baby. Summer needs some too. Shit | could go for some. It's gonna be ok 
baby. | got you," | say and hug her. | kiss her forehead "You ok to work? You need to call it a night baby?" You 
gotta take care of your ladies man. Some pimps are all hard and beat their girls and shit. Why? Man | sit here 
and do basically nothing and | collect all the cash. But | buy my girls whatever they want or need. We all live in 
this nice West Hollywood condo. | pay the bills. | buy their dope, clothes, and food. They have their own rooms 
and we're like a happy little family. The point is to make your ladies love you. You gotta have bonds so they 
don't realize that they do all the work and I'm basically like the account. 


"ım OK," she nods and forces a smile to her face. 
"Sure?" | double check 
She wipes her nose and sniffles, " Yeah baby. I'll be fine. | just need a fix. Please." 


"OK baby," | say and walk over to a payphone and page Izzy. This is a daily ritual. He'll know where I'm at and 


deliver it as soon as he can. 


When i step out of the phone booth my little China doll SuLee is standing there holding cash in her hand. My 


beautiful little Geisha girl. She has such a bubbly personality. Shes like me in that way. And she's very 
Americanized. She was born here. She talks like a California girl. Her parents came over from China and have 


this fish market in Chinatown. | saunder over to her and she kisses my cheek as she slides the cash in my 


hand. 

"Its just fifty. | blew him in his car. He cum so fast," she giggles. 

| stroke her lips. "Thats that talented mouth of yours 

"You know it baby," she winks at me. Then she crossed the street and stands with Summer. 


Summer's starting to get withdrawals. | can tell she's holding her stomach and looks jittery. | cross the street 
and Barbi follows to get back to work. | walk up to Summer and place my hands on her arms. She looks sick. 
There's black circles forming under her eyes. "Izzy will be here soon sugar. You gonna make it?" | 
sympathetically comfort her. Her blonde hair is starting to get damp with sweat. Her whole body has this 


clammy sheen to it. 


She shakes her head. "| need a fix first. I'm not feeling so good. If | have to suck them off | might throw up on 
them." 


‘OK baby, just hang tight," | give her a humble smile. "We have to call it a night soon anyway. I've got a Gig at 
the Roxy." 


She nods all slumped over and holding herself trying not to shiver. Her blue eyes are glassy. | know that feeling. 
I've had it a few times myself. SuLee is the only one of us that doesn't shoot smack. She likes coke. But Izzy 
sells that too. | watch as Barbi nervously walks up to a car. But the guy just wants to talk shit. He's calling her 
a diseased whore and shit. She flips him off and tells him to go fuck himself. He gets out of the car and grabs 
her arm. She jerks away. And that's when | get into it. | shove the guy and lift my shirt to show him my gun 
“There a problem?" | ask. 

He just backs away, "Nah man, no problem." He gets in his car and leaves. 

| see Izzy coming up the street. Summer sighs in relief. | take out a hundred and fold it and put it in my palm. 
Izzy walks up to me," Hey man," he nods and we do a slide of hands. "You bout to head to the Roxy? I'm on my 


way now." 


"Yeah, | think we've gotta call it a night. Summer and Barbi can't do this shit anymore tonight. Summer's sick 
and Barbi is getting there." 


Izzy nods, " OK, I'll see you there," and he walks off. 


"Bye Izzy," SuLee cheerfully calls out. Izzy just throws up his hand to say bye and ducks into every shadow he 


can. 


"OK ladies, let's go home and get straight. Then we'll go to the show." 


The Drug Dealer 


The Drug Dealer 
Izzy's POV 


| hang back in the shadows outside the Cathouse. | sell to a bunch of the strippers. lim waiting on two of them 
to come outside. | pass my time smoking a cigarette. I'm just throwing the butt on the ground as the girls 
come out. They of course are scantily dressed, they're fucking strippers. Sometimes they blow me or fuck me 
for the drugs but I'm not in the mood right now. | need the cash. I've dipped too much into this batch. | got it 
fronted to me and gotta pay for it. I'm accepting nothing but money. 


"Hey Izzy," smiles Gina as she strokes my chest. | know she wants to blow me for it. 
"Not tonight darlin | need the cash," | say and politely back her up off me. 
She frowns, "Come on Izzy. I've only got twenty bucks so far," she whines. 


"l'Il do you something for twenty," | say and pull out a fold and hand it to her. She gives me the cash and 


rushes back inside. 


Then Destiny walks up to me with a smirk and holds up fifty bucks. | take it and give her three folds. | can't 
help but stare at her perfectly sculptured silicone fake tits. | like to watch them bounce when she rides me. 
But I'm all business tonight. She gives me a kiss and | get to grope those tits for a second 


"| gotta go," She smiles and goes back in. 


| walk away ducking into the shadows all dressed in black. | slink like a black cat. | spot a cop car coming down 
the street and duck into an Alley. They come by every fifteen minutes. So | know I'm in the clear for the next 
fifteen minutes. | continue on in the shadows. My head looks down but my eyes see everything. Every person. 
Every object. I've got a gift of looking someone in the eyes without looking them in the eye. And | can size 


someone up from a simple glance. It's like a Sixxth sense I've got. It comes in pretty fucking handy. 


My pager goes off. | pull it out and look at it. I've got this code system. Everyone has a number that signifies 
who they are. This one is | 80. That means it's Desi. My girl. That means that someone is at our apartment 
with $80 bucks to spend. So | head back to our place which is just a few blocks over. | get there and go inside. 
| see some junkie friend of Desi's that works at the Cathouse with her. 


"Hey baby," Desi smiles and wraps her arms around me. | slide my hands down her back and pull her into me 


while | grab her ass. | bend down and kiss her. 


"Come on guys, I've got to get to work," says her friend. Trisha or Tisha or some shit. 


| pull out the folds and hand them to her. | pick up the cash off the coffee table. | count it out and stuff it in 
my pocket. | decide that I've got too much cash on me so | go into our bedroom and stash most of it. | keep 
small bills to make change. | keep the shit in this little magnetic box that | hide in the bed rails. | have to keep 
it hidden from Desi. If she finds it she just gets wasted. It pisses me off that she spends my fucking money 
elsewhere. l'm a fucking dealer and she lives with me. She's got the shit on hand. | keep her straight but she 
just goes off on these binges. 


My pager goes off again | pull it out. It says 2 ‘Il. This isn't for Dope. This is Axl and he wants me to come to 
his place pronto. There's no telling what he wants. | exit the bedroom and cross over to Desi. | hand her a fold. 
"Gotta go darlin. Axl becons." 


Desi snatches the fold and kisses me. "When will you be home?" 


"Late. We have a show at the Roxy. You're coming right? They love watching you dance in your little leopard 
thingy with the cat mask." 


"Sure, what time?" 

"4:00. Don't get too wasted huh?" 

She rolls her eyes, "OK"? 

So | return to the shadows of the streets and head over to Axls. | knock on the door and he promptly 
answers. He pulls me inside. He looks fantastic and nervous. He's dressed in black with a toboggan on. His hair is 
all hidden under it. | kinda like it. | smile and wrap my arms around him. "What's wrong darlin?" 

"I need a lookout," he says and smiles at me sweetly. He leans in and kisses me. But that's our secret. Nobody 
knows that me and Axl fuck around sometimes. His kiss makes me want to bend him over the arm of the 


couch but I'm in business mode tonight. 


‘lm sorry darlin, | can't tonight. I've gotta make the cash to pay off this batch. Me and Desi dipped in too 


much." 
Axl sighs, "That junkie bitch," he mumbles. 


"Come on, don't start. | don't have time for this shit. I've gotta make money. I'll see you at the show." | give 
him another kiss and growl as | do. "Be careful tonight, OK?" 


"You too darlin," he nods. 


My pager goes off yet again | look at it it says 5 100. "Its Steven, I've gotta go. Its a hundred dollar lick" 


He nods. | kiss him one last time and head out the door. 


The Burglar 


The Burglar 
Axls POV 


| couldn't get Izzy to be my lookout tonight. Duff's out of pocket. Steven is busy. And Slash is at a fight. So l'm 
doing this solo. | don't anticipate any problems. I've been casing the joint all week. It's in Santa Monica, close to 
the beach. It's obviously a vacation home to snowbirds in the winter. | just hope it's got some electronics at 
least. | take what | get to pawn shops. What can | say? It pays the bills. Erin doesn't even catch on when l'm 
constantly upgrading our Tvs and VCRs and stereos. | give her stolen jewelry all the fucking time. And she 
actually thinks | make the money from doing gigs. 


| take care bus to Santa Monica and walk towards the beach. | find the house and there's no lights of any kind 
on. | don't see any dogs. That's awesome. The neighbors are still up. | go behind the house on the darkest side. | 
stashed a buggy here yesterday to carry my bounty. | make sure it's been untouched and it has. | pull gloves 
out of my pocket and put them on 


| scout the entire yard | think my best point on entry will be the back patio door. | creep up on the porch. | 
pull out a tiny flashlight and examine the door. It has a metal armature to keep the door from sliding open 
That's a second failsafe secondary lock of sorts. | put my flashlight in my mouth and hold it with my teeth. | 
get on my knees and pull out my knife. | stick it through the tiny crack where the sliding doors meet in the 
middle. The rod is hollow so I'm able to wedge my knife into it. | slide it up slowly. | raise it about waist high 
and quickly jerk the knife out. The rod drops and falls out of the track. One down. | stick my knife through the 
other lock and unlatch the lock. | smirk and slide the door open. | go inside and shut the door behind me. 


| shine my light around. The furniture is covered with sheets. | do spot a TV and VCR. There's a microwave in 
the kitchen | find a few designer dresses. A couple of designer suits. | hit the jackpot when | slide open a 
drawer and find a Rollex. | also find a few necklaces and earrings that are gold. Back in the kitchen no run 
across some silverware. And in the bathroom | find about an ounce of coke. | can sell that to Izzy. So | take 
my stolen goods and load them into my buggy outside. | cover it allnwith a sheet and quickly get out of dodge. 
I'm gonna have to call a taxi. I'm not gonna push this shit all the way back to Hollywood. 


So the taxi comes and the cabbie gives me shit about allnthe shitbout loading into the back seat. | tell him my 
mom gave it away. | guess that satisfies him cause he takes me home. | go up to mine and Erin's door and sit 
down the TV. | run back to the cab and get the rest. | pay the driver and rush upstairs to stash the shit till i 


can sell it off. | can unload the coke tonight when | see Izzy at the show. 


| change clothes and put on more colorful options. | take off my tabbogan and my hair falls out in a mess. | 
wet it and comb it out straight. Then | spend about an hour teasing it up high and dousing it with Aquanet. | 
sit down and start rummaging around in Erin's makeup for some eyeliner. | get all glammed up and grab my 


keys and head for the door. I've gotta hurry up and get to the gig. 'm already twenty minutes late. Everyone 


will be crying and in pissy ass moods if | don't hurry up and get my ass to the club. 


When | get there everyone else has already made it. Izzy is putting three stitches in Slash's freshly busted 
eyebrow. I'm guessing that he didn't get beat until bad at the fight. He's in a surprisingly chipper mood so | 
guess he won. He usually does. "Jesus, why don't you go to the hospital for that? They have lidocaine there," | 


say. 


"Oh yeah," he smirks and holds up a bottle of lidocaine that he obviously jacked from the hospital at some 
point, "And I'm really gonna go to a hospital after a huge underground fight. I'm thinking no. Besides Izzy's a 
pretty good doctor." 


lzzy chuckles. "It's not rocket science. At least | have the stomach to do it." 


"Fuck man, anybody who can stitch up their own stomach after a bad deal has my vote to do my stitches," 
Slash says. 


"But Izzy didn’t have lidocaine," | note. 


We do the show and we kill it! Izzy had Desi dancing on the stage. She was looking pretty good in her litle 
dominatrix cat suit. If Erin wasn't at the show I'd dancecwith her. Izzy never minds. But Erin Fucking would. 
Duff, and Slash leave with Stevie and his three hookers. Tonight they'll be house entertainment. Izzy hangs 
around the Roxy to sell dope. He takes the coke from me and tells me he'll pay me when he offs it. And | go 


home with Erin and take a shower. 


The Underground Fighter 


The Underground Fighter 
Slash's POV 


| pull my hair back into a ponytail and pull off my shirt. | start walking to the center of the spectators to 
where the guy l'm fighting is standing. He's fucking huge! Like almost twice my fucking size. People start 
chanting my name as | face this guy. I've won more fights than I've lost. | have speed and agility on my side. 
And | just how to punch people to take them out. Hardened business men place bets on me. Some change their 


bets when they see I'm only 51O" and about 140 pounds. 


Me and this guy l'm fighting, we'll call him Goliath, we start walking in circles with fists drawn. The pre fight 
dance if you will. Goliath lunges at me suddenly but I'm able to jump back and miss his swing. He's a big oaf and 
there's no way he can move as fast as | do. All| gotta do is avoid him till the next time he drops his defenses 
to take one of those powerful swings at me again. His body iscwide open when he swings. So | bounced around 


waiting on his next move. 


I'm wondering when he's gonna swing again. He's probably waiting for me to swing so he can see what my weak 
ungaurded parts are. Well | have no intention of fucking swinging at him yet. | want him to swing at me so | can 
fuck it and give him a kidney punch. That's gonna distract him just long enough for me to hopefully get in a 
second punch to the jaw. Goliath is fucking going down There are no rules is this type of fight. We can kill each 
other with our bare hands if we choose to take it that far. And no, I've never killed anyone. 


Then it happens. Goliath gets bored of waiting on me and takes his big oafish swing at me. | duck just as my 
fist punches straight into his kidney. He arches his back with a wince and he's wide open. | punch him in his jaw 
twice before he can block again. Yeah motherfucker, its not the size of the dog in the fight, its the size of 
the fight in the dog! He's blocking with a semi perplexed look on his face. I'm sure little old me probably is 


confounding him. He could squash me like a bug if | dropped my guard for even a second. 


So we go back to dancing in circles around one another. | can't help but smirk at his red swelling jaw. This 
pisses him off because he rushes me again. This time | get in a punch to his nose as he's drawing his fist back 
to swing at me. Too fucking slow Goliath! And | see a drop of blood fall from his nose. | smirk again and blow 
him a kiss. | wanna piss him off and get him to come for me. And boy is this motherfucker pissed! The glare 


of anger in his eyes pleases me. When you get emotional you fuck up. 


And of course he fucks up. He swings at me and | punch him in the mouth. It busts his lip. Now he's bleeding 
from the nose and mouth. How you like that Goliath! Well he don't like it. He growls and takes a swing. | jump 
back and my back is right at allnthe spectators. | can't back up anymore. And he's coming! He swings and his 
fist clips my eyebrow busting it wide open. Blood starts pouring into my eye. Fuck that's gonna need stitches. 


| drop down on my knees and punch him right in his balls. As he hunched over | swing up and get him under 


the chin. He shakes his head. He's dazed. | take advantage and punch him in the kidney again. This time he drops 


to his knees. | rise up and give him one good hard swing to the temple. He falls over sideways. He's Fucking out! 


| hear roaring applause and someone takes my hand and thrusts it in the air. | smile broadly as they give me 
my moment of glory. Then a nice fat stack of cash is handed to me. . Then I'm given a towel for my eye. | 
sponge up the blood and head back to retrieve my shirt. | look at my damage in the mirror. My hair will cover 
it for the show. | pull the rubber band out of my hair and it falls down in my face. | pull on my shirt and head 


outside. 


When | get to the Roxy Stevie quickly asks me if | won | nod and move my hair out of my eyes. "Oh shit 


that's gonna swell up like a baseball" Steven winces. 
Izzy comes over to examine me too. "That could use stitches," he says dragging from a cigarette. 


"I know, think you could stitch me up right quick?" | ask him as | pull out a package of stitches, scissors, 
injectable lidocaine, and a syringe. Ill use the syringe for a fix of smack after the stitches. 


Izzy just nods and looks at the lidocaine. He holds it up with a smirk, "Pussy." 


What The Fuck Was That For 


What The Fuck Was That For 

Duff's POV 

A few days later we had band practice. It went good. Everyone showed up on time. Afterwards we all went out 
in the alley to smokeca joint. We all stood around telling each other our plans for the night. Steven naturally 
had to go down to LeBrea with his girls and make some cash. He was afterall feeding four mouths, three arms, 
and a nose. Axl planned to go out with Erin He hadn't decided yet if it would be a movie or something else. 
Izzy..Well we all knew what Izzy was gonna go do, he is a drug dealer. Izzy didn't have off hours. He sold on the 
streets until he got tired or cops made him paranoid. Then he would go home and sell from there, so Izzy 
pretty much sold around the clock. Slash was free and | was too so we we're planning to go to the Cathouse. 
"So Duff, what kind of car did you swipe the other night?" Axl asks passing the joint: 


"Fucking beautiful ass ‘61 Camaro," | drag from the joint. | hit it one more time and pass it to Slash. 


He takes a drag and holds it in, "Man | need to switch professions," he tries not to cough as he holds the hit in 
to speak then exhales with rampant coughing. 


"You don't do much for blending in," Izzy states as he takes the joint from Slash, "You'd be easy as fuck to 


describe to the cops if someone saw you." 


"He needs to switch to something before he meets his match and fucking gets killed," Steven says talking the 


joint next. 
"That's my boy, always worrying about me," Slash smiles to Stevie. 


"Man | need your job too," Axl says to me. "Breaking and entering is for the goddamn birds and the pay mostly 
sucks. | could do it, no problem. Why don't you try to get me in" 


"But you don't know how to deactivate alarms and hotwire,” | point out 

"| can deactivate house alarms, how different could the shit be? You could teach me how to hofwire.” 

| just shrug. But no way would it be an easy sell to my boss. 

"Man | need to pick up a couple more bitches for my herium," Steven says and passes the joint back to Axl 


"Do they make non drug addict hookers?" Izzy huffs, "Because thats where all your cash goes." 


| don't hear you complain usually about how much money | spend on drugs." 
Izzy just smirks and flips him off. 


Then all of the sudden a car screeches to a hault at the end of the alley with dark tinted windows. My first 
thought is that its undercover cops. Great somebodys getting busted. But the car just sits there for a 
minute. Cops move faster than that. Or maybe it's somebody just coincidentally slammed to a hault there, like 


a guy and a chick fighting or something. Then again, it could be customers for Izzy or Steven 
The window starts to go down and | hear Izzy yell, "GET THE FUCK DOWNI!" 


No sooner than Izzy says it | hear the loud sound of an automatic being fired at us. | drop and crawl on my 
stomach behind a dumpster. Slash is already there. Axl is across the Alley in a doorway. Izzy and Steven are 
ducked behind another dumpster with guns drawn and returning fire. Then all of the sudden the shooting stops. 
Then | hear the car squealing away. We slowly come out. Izzy runs to the end of the alley and | see him pick 
up the automatic gun and shove it under his coat in his armpit. 


"Fuck! I'm hit!" Axl starts to yell. His hand has blood on it but | don't know where it's coming from. 

Slash quickly looks, "Where?!" 

Izzy pushes Slash aside and quickly takes over as Axl grabs his arm. Izzy tears his sleeve and looks. "It's just a 
scratch. You don't even need stitches, you're OK. Just calm down. We have to get the fuck out of here right 
now!" 

So we all go over the gate at the end of the alley into another one. We run as fast as we can. We finally run 
as much as we can and duck into an abandoned building panting. Izzy quickly ties Axls bandana over his flesh 
wound so that he wouldn't drop any blood for cops to find. We hear their sirens in the distance and we hear 
the helecopter overhead. But we're far enough from the action that they wouldn't be sweeping this area yet. 


Plus we're indoors. 


"Who the fuck was shooting at us!?" | basically scream. | admit that | was freaking out. There's not any reason 
for anyone to be firing at me. 


"| don't know," Slash pants. "I pissed off a bunch of rich Motherfuckers tonight. | won against someone twice 
my size. Nobody expected me to win. Maybe someone was a sore loser." 


"Maybe it was one of Steven or Izzy's rivals," Axl says. 
"I haven't been having beef with any in quite sometime," Steven says. 


"What about you izzy?" | ask him. 


| don't know man. Maybe. But | ain't had no trouble lately either," he shrugged. 
"Well | do know we need to lay low cause whoever it was is going to try again," Steven says reloading his gun 


Izzy checks the clip in the automatic. Then he slams it back into the gun. "Whoever it was | got them in the 
hand, that's why they dropped this baby. This in a nice fucking gun," he says in awe of it. 


"Any way of tracing it?" Axl asks. 

‘Numbers are filed off. But | might be able to find out who sells this sort of thing on the street 
‘Izzy, | don't think you and me should hit the streets tonight," Steven says. 

"Yeah, | agree." Izzy looks to Axl, "Arm OK?" 

"Yeah, I'll be fine," he nods. 


"So now what?" Slash shrugs. 


No Rest For The Wicked 


No Rest For The Wicked 
Steven's POV 


Man this laying low shit is really a Fucking strain on my pockets. Money was running very low. As soon as our 
drugs run out we're going to have to beg Izzy to front us some shit until we can get back in the swing. But 
Izzy knows we're good for it. But rent is coming up too. Trust me, our landlord won't let it slide. Now can | 
have one of my girls pay for it in sex because the landlord is a woman. | could offer to fuck her myself but 


she's married. And old enough to be my mom. We've got a good amount of food in the house luckily. 

l'm starting to get cabin fever from staying at home inside. My girls get to come and go as they please 
however. Knowing the severity of our situation they offer to work anyway but its just too dangerous for 
them alone. | can't send them out there alone. Id woody far too much about them. | mean, | honestly cared 
about my girls. 'm not some cold hearted pimp who only gives a fuck about his money. It's important, the 
money, but I'd never put them in harm by walking the streets all alone. 

"Do you think that Moody is behind it?" Summer asks. 

Moody was this other pimp that | had taken Summer from. He had tried to kill Summer out on the streets but 
my gun met the back of his head before he could pull the trigger. But that was so long ago. Plus we haven't 
had the first bit of trouble out of him since. Why would he wait this long? It doesn't really make sense for 
him to do something like this now. Nobody is that patient that they'll wait a year and a half. 

"Nah, | don't think that he would have waited this long. | don't think it's him," | shake my head with a sigh. 
"Think it's some new kid on the block trying to eliminate the competition?" SuLee asks. 

"| don't know. | mean its possible that it's not about me or any of you at all” 


"What about the rest of the guys? They laying low?" Barbi asks. 


"Izzy and Slash are. There's not much need for Duff or Axl to. They wouldn't have anyone after them. They're 
both still working.” 


"| wish we knew for sure if it was you or one of them," SuLee sighs. 
"What? Not enjoying the vacation?" | smirk 


She laughs. "That's not a problem." Then her laughter starts to die down. “I'm just worried about you baby." 


"Me too," Summer nods. 
"Same here," Barbi adds. 


"Eventually we're gonna have to try to get back out there. | guess that's really the only way to find out who 
they're after," | say. "But if any of you are too scared it's OK, we don't have to just yet" 


"We need the cash," Barbie replies. 

"| know, lm just saying’ 

"If you go we go baby," Sulee smiles at me and strokes my cheek 
"| love you girls. You all know that right?" 


They all nod yes and | know it's true. | don't think anyone has shown them as much love as | have. Summer's 
father used to fuck her. Her mom knew and just let it happen. Barbi never knew her dad and her mom was a 
complete drunk who beat her. SuLee's parents had wanted a boy, not the rebellious girl they were blessed with. 
By the age of sixteen they threw her out on the streets. But | have given them all a home and the love 
debrief to them by fucking parents. | know they know in love them. 


"As long as we stick together everything's gonna be fine," | say reassuringly. I'm not sure if I'm trying to 


reassure them or myself. 


Truth is.. tm pretty fucking scared. Logically | know that | probably wasn't the target, but what if | was? Or 
what if there's another drive by when I'm in the presence of who's really the target? What if I'm gunner down 
too? | think my fear is perfectly justifiable. | didn't want to die because | was in the wrong place at the wrong 
time. And | didn't want any of the guys to get hurt. Or worse..Die. We had to find out who was behind this 
thing tonight. We had to take them out before one of us gets taken out. But I've never killed anyone before. 
Nor have any of the guys..Well not that they've admitted to if they had. 


| guess | wondered if | could pull that trigger if it came down to it. I've flashed my piece. I've pulled it out on 
several occasions. I've even gone as far to pull it out, cock it, and press it into someone's head a few times. 
But I've never pulled a trigger before. | don't know if | have it in me or not. That's the sort of thing | guess 
you can't answer until that moment comes. | think you'd have to be insane if you actually wanted such an 
opportunity. But | honestly think that if it came down to a life or death situation, either my girls, my friends, 
or myself, that I'd probably do it without a second thought. 


The Answer 


The Answer 
Axl's POV 


| found myself alone at The Troubadour. l'm just getting a few beers in me because l'm still rattled about last 
night. | glance to the bandage on my arm. | wish | knew what the target was, or should | say who. I've never 
been shot at before. It's very scary. | keep looking over my fucking shoulder. | jump at every sudden sound. | 
really hate feeling this way. Normally in my profession I'm not being fired at. | only rob a house after I've 


thoroughly cased a joint to make sure nobody's home. 


| polish off my third beer and head to the bathroom to take a piss. | decided to use a stall instead of one of 
the urinals. l'm jumpy as hell and don't really want to be in a bathroom with my dick out if shit goes down. I'm 


about to flush when | hear laughing and some guys coming into the bathroom. 


"Man, we hit one of them last night," a voice says, "but one of them got Rikki in the hand. He lost his fucking 


gun. 
My brows furrowed. What? | look through the crack in the door to get a better look. 


‘Oh you shot one of them? Well you sure as shit didn't take them out. You're supposed to kill all fucking five 
of them" 


| can make out the two guys. It's Bret Michaels from Poison and fucking Jon Bon Jovi. Were they talking about 
us? It was too strange of a coincidence for it not to be. But why the fuck would they want us dead? We 
haven't done anything to either one of their fucking bands. We've partied with these fuckers. Now they want 
us dead? Why? For what? It doesn't even make sense. 


"Well fuck man, they're street trash, they probably get shot at for hobby," Bret tells Jon 

‘Look, we can't have any more fuckups like last night. Just get it right," Jon sighs. 

"Hts a done fucking deal. We just have to take them out when they're all together. It's easier that way’ 

"| dont care how you do it, just do it" 

Then | hear them leave. | stay inside the stall half shocked and half terrified What if they shoot me in the 
back when | walk out of here? What if they knew | was here all along? Shit! I've gotta get the fuck out of 


here! Please god let me just make it out of here. What am | gonna do if | walk out of here and both bands are 
out there? Shit this is bad! This is so so bad! What the fuck did | come here for? 


Its quiet so | carefully stick my head out of the stall. I'm alone. Fuck why don't | own a gun? | would feel a 
whole lot more safe if | had one. | carefully scan the club. | see those two conniving fucks at the bar. Luckily | 
don't see any of their band members. | race for the door as their backs are turned. | make it out on the 
sidewalk and give a quick look around. | think it's clear. | run. | run like my life depends on it because it does! 


Slash's place is the closest to here. He can't fight until his stitches come out. 


| bang on his door desperately. He opens the door with droopy eyes and a bottle of Jack clenched in his hand. 


"Hey man," he smiles. 


| push past him and slam his door shut then lock it. | look out the peephole then rush to the window and look 
out. 


"Did you do too much speed of something?" He chuckles at me. 


"No! No Slash | know who shot at us! | was down at the Troubadour getting a drink! | went to piss and | fucking 
heard them! They said that they hit one of us last night! Slash they're trying to kill all of us!" 


"Who is?" He asks. 

"Fucking Bret Michaels and Jon Bon Jovi!" 

"What?" He almost laughs. "They're friends, why would they want to kill us?" 

| don't know, but they fucking do! We're in some serious shit!" 

Slash sits down in shock. "You're sure? Like 100% sure?" He asks me. 

"Yes! l'm positive! What the fuck are we gonna do?!" | shout. 

"There's only one thing we can do. We gotta take them out first," he says in a disbelieving tone. 
"Fucking how?! We're not hitmen" 

"No. But we do know some hitmen," he shrugs. 


| roll my eyes. God no. Not them. Anybody but them. "Are you insane?! No way! No fucking way! I'm not dealing 
with those psychopaths!" 


"Do you have a fucking better idea?! | say we get the guys opinions. But you know that there's nothing else we 


can do. We've gotta call the Terror Twins." 


The Hitmen 
The Hitmen 
Nikki's POV 


| take a drag off my cigarette and peer through the binoculars again. Beside me Tommy lays on his stomach 
with the scope of his rifle careful aimed out over the roof tops. I'm waiting for the target to be in clear shot. 
This is the tedious part and Tommy always gets impatient during this part. But me, | rather enjoy this part. It 
had the romanticism of foreplay to me. Just waiting on that perfect moment when my mark steps into my 


crosshairs. A simple squeeze from a trigger finger making them mine. 
"Where are they Sixx?" Tommy whispers softly to me. His keen eyes never bat as he stares purposefully. 


| keep the mark in my sights through my military grade binoculars. "Hold.Hold..Ten o'clock," | say and Tommy 
peers through his scope again. 


"I got him. lim taking the shot." He takes a breath and exhales it slowly. He squeezes the trigger. The gun fires 
and through my binoculars | can see the target fall dead onto the roof. "| got him!" Tommy shouts gleefully. 
"Fuck dude! Did you see how clean that fucking shot was?!" 


| just roll my eyes. You'd think that he just shot the fucking President or something. "T-bone it's just a fucking 
pigeon, would you chill the fuck out?" 


"Dude! That was a perfect fucking shot!! Who the fuck else do you know that can center a shot right between 
a birds fucking eyes from 300 yards?!" He starts to take his rifle down out of the stand. "Fuuuuuck man! l'm 
so fucking BORED!! Do you have any idea how long its been since | fucking shot someone?!" 


"Two months, six days, IT hours and." | look down at my watch, ".And twenty three minutes." 
"I know right! Aren't you fucking bored of picking off fucking birds?! Manl! | need to kill someone!" 


Tommy's boredom is understandable. It's hard when your hobby of being in a band starts requiring more 
attention than you day job of killing people. We're killers, not these rock stars everyone keeps insisting that we 
be. What with touring and making records and all that shit, we barely get any time for the real work. | mean 
me and Tommy have this very unique skill set aside from Motley Crue. We are fucking assassins. This requires 
a broad base of criminal knowledge. You have to be flexible. Sometimes you're a sniper. Sometimes you're a 
bomber. Sometimes an arsonist. Every mark calls for something different. It's fucking art at its finest. Do you 
have any idea how much math and science is involved in taking a shot? There's factoring in so much different 
shit, like wind velocity, distance, caliber sizes, scope calibration It's not just aiming and pulling the fucking 
trigger. 


"Well | can't just make people put out hits so we can kill people," | say as my eyes hone into a pigeon beside us. 
| pull out my knife, flick my wrist, and my knife goes flying. The pigeon gives a final fucking coo as it falls over 
with my knife sticking out of its chest. 


"Well fuck man! Ain't there anybody that you want dead?! Let's go kill them!" He excitedly stomps like a 6'4" 


four year old 

"Sorry, fresh out of enemies," | sigh and cross over to the bird and retrieve my knife. 

"Yeah, give that a week," he huffs as he starts breaking down his rifle. 

lm about to come back with something when a distinct beeping sound starts. It's my pager. | look at the 
numbers on the screen |87 1324413. "Oh shit T-Bone! It's a 181!" Tommy throws his fists up in delight. For you 
that don't know, I87 is the police code they use to call in a murder. 

"Fuck yeah! Let's go call them backl!" Tommy says quickly putting the pieces of his rifle away. 

We go to the nearest payphone and make the call. "Hey man," answers a familiar voice. 

"Slash?" | ask, "What the fuck are you calling me for?" 

"Because we're in trouble and need some help. Can you meet us at Izzy's place?" He asks. 

"Uh, yeah, sure, give us like half an hour," | say. | immediately hang up and then call us a limo. 

"So?" Tommy eagerly asks me when | step out of the phonebooth. 

"Come on. We have to go over to Izzys place," | tell him. 

'Izzys place?" He questions. 

"Yep, that's what | said," | nod as we start to walk. 

‘Izzy's hiring us for a hit?" 


"| don't know dipshit. You know | can't ask over the fucking phone. Shit T-Bone, | don't know how you made it so 


far in life without me." 
"Me either princess," he smirked and slipped his arm around my waist. 


"Not now Tommy, business first," | roll my eyes and push his arm away. 


A Hit Of Our Own 


A Hit Of Our Own 
Izzy's POV 


| couldn't believe what Axl told us. Why the fuck are two glam hair bands after us? | thought we were all cool. 
Guess | guessed wrong. And | refuse to go down without a fight. Kill them before they kill us. | have no 
problem pulling the trigger when needed. But there's five of us and nine of them. Even worse, only Steven and 
myself have a gun. We knew we needed help. Fortunately we knew a couple of hitmen. Unfortunately, those 


hitmen happen to be Nikki and Tommy. 


They were both drug addicted rock stars. But they were also capable and lethal fucking killers. l'm fairly 
certain that they're both clinically insane. These are two guys who just take out anybody that crosses them. 
Their favorite method of disposal was inviting their marks to their concerts. Then, as Mick would be onstage 
doing his guitar solo, they would be killing their target. Then they'd return to the stage, sometimes bloody, but 
fans just think it's stage blood. Then they'd hide the bodies and dispose of them after the show. 


They had.Inventive ways of disposing of bodies. Nikki liked dissolving the bodies in acid or incinerating them. 
Tommy liked dismemberment. Then he would dump the pieces in the ocean for the fish. But they liked getting 
creative sometimes. Once they dug up a fresh grave and threw their victim into the coffin of someone else. 
Once they managed to sneak a corpse into some science warehouse that shipped out medical cadavers. And 


another time they took a body down to the south where wild hogs live and fed it to them. 


So we needed these guys, and it makes me really nervous having them around, but | feel a lot better knowing 
that we have two hitmen that we can pay in pussy, drugs, and simply feeding their sick need to kill. | knew 
they'd get the job done. But | also know that they never just simply kill their victims. No that didn't satisfy 
them. They liked to play with their prey first. They liked to draw out the act as long as they possibly could. 


It doesn't take them long to show up at my place after Slash called them. | answer my door to them making 
out. Tommy's got a gun to Nikki's head and Nikki actually gets off on it. | clear my throat and they both just 
glare at me like I'm interrupting them. "Damn Stradlin, what took you so long?" Nikki asks shoving Tommy away 
and proceeding inside my apartment. "So," Nikki says lighting up a cigarette, "I take it somebodys giving you 
guys shit?" 


"Yeah," Slash sighs. 


"Who?" Tommy asks eagerly rubbing his hands together. He looks so eager to kill someone. But what can | 
expect from a total nut job? 


"Poison and Bon Jovi," Axl says with a sigh. 


Nikki just chuckles deviously, "So you want us to take them out?" Now he looks just as enthused as Tommy. | 


told you they were certifiably crazy. They honestly get off on this shit. 

If we don't, they'll kill us," Steven nods. 

"That's nine heads," Nikki squints his eye at a plume of smoke he exhales, "won't be cheap." Tommy elbows Nikki 
in the ribs. Nikki looks at him and rolls his eyes, "But you've caught us in a generous mood. Today we're 
offering a half priced happy hour." See, | told you. They are more than happy to do this. They are apparently 
itching to do this. It's apparently been a while for them. 

"How much?" Duff asks. 

"And can we work out some sort of trade?" | ask. We definitely don't have the kind of cash that they probably 
change. But | have the dope and Stevie has the chicks. | know that's two things they'd probably accept as 


payment. 


Nikki gets this broad smile, "Trade is always fun. But just fucking know, you're gonna be in debt to us up to 
your eyeballs." 


"Naturally," Axl sighs. 
"Do you have any special requests?" Tommy asks as he catches a fly in his hand in mid flight. 
"Special requests?" Duff asks. 


"Yeah you know, on how to kill them? You want them to suffer? You want knee caps broken first? You want 


them fed to lions or some shit?" He shrugs. 
"We'll leave the methods to you," | say, "Dead is dead. We don't give a shit how." 
"My kind of clients," Tommy gleefully nods at Nikki 


"Consider it done," Nikki smirks. "We'll start learning their routines today. If an opportunity arises, we won't 


miss it. It's gonna be a lot of fun" 


At this point Axl just can't keep his fucking mouth shut. "Do we really have to hire these two fucking 
psychopaths?" 


But before | can tell him to shut up Nikki's got Axl by the throat against the wall. "For your information, l'm 
not a fucking psychopath. I'm a sociopath. Tommy is the psychopath. Get your fucking paths straight you 


motherfucker." 


"Hey Sixx come on," Slash says touching his shoulder. 


Nikki blinks then gives Axl a big smirk He let's him go then straightens his shirt. "Now that that's straight 
Tommy and | will take a gram of smack and a gram of blow. We'll be needing some pussy tonight. The little 
Asian chick and the blonde with the big tits. Two.. No, make it four bottles of Jack. Six packs of Marlboros. And 


some fresh needles. Please." 


So we cough up their demands. This fucking hurts me big time because | was already short in paying off my 
shit anyway. | don't know what I'm gonna do but | can't do shit if I'm dead. | have no choice but to give the shit 
to Nikki and Tommy. And | know that tomorrow they're gonna want more. Probably every fucking day until the 
shit is over. I've gotta come up with some way to make some more cash or | might end up with two hits out 
on my ass. But how the fuck do | go out to make cash if | can't leave my fucking apartment? At this point it 


looks like | have no choice but to do it. 


Bad For Business 


Bad For Business 
Duffis POV 


My boss called me with his shopping list. Tonight it's a Lamborghini Aventador. It's a difficult car to find. Not 
everyone can afford such so | know l'm jacking some rich asshole. So | head down to Malibu to try to find the 
car. | so do not fucking fit into this rich ass neighborhood. | have to duck down out of sight every time a car 
passes. It takes me half the night to fucking find this car. | end up finding it in Hidden Hills. It's in a garage with 
the door open. It's white and looks like one bad motherfucker. Suicide doors are a bit harder to break into but 
I've studied all about foreign cars and | know where the rod is to open the door. The only problem is that | 
have to go in through the bottom of the door which means my jimmy will have to bend to get in there. 


| pull it out of my jacket and start for some bushes to hide in alongside the driveway. I'm surveying the 
situation and coming up with my contingency plan. The lights are still on in the house and | know that the 
distinct sound of of the car can't go undetected. This is tough. | might have to wait it out. My chances are 
better after they go to sleep. But there's the possibility of them closing the garage before they go to bed If 
that happens l'm fucked. | have to do this now. 


| step out of the bushes to start up the driveway. I'm grabbed from behind and | feel a gun at my throat. 
"Gotcha McKagan," a voice says and | recognize it. It's Bobby Dahl. 


| know that if | struggle he will simply pull the fucking trigger. So | let him drag me into the shadows where | 
know he will fucking kill me. Fucklll don't know what to do! Fuck! I'm gonna Fucking diel! I'm not ready to die. But it 
looks like I'm going to. Right now, just as soon as Bobby drags me into seclusion | can see that there's a 
silencer on the gun so nobody will hear the shot. | am so dead. 


But all of the sudden I'm released. | stumble forward and turn to face Bobby. Tommy has him with a rag over 
his mouth. | watch as his body slowly goes limp in Tommy's arms. "Grab his legs," Tommy tells me. So | do. 
Tommy grabs his walkie talkies off his hip, "300 block" | hear Nikki's voice say "Check". A minute later a white 
van comes up the street. Nikki hops out and starts helping Tommy load Bobby into the van 


"You drive," Nikki tells me. So | get behind the wheel. 

"What are you waiting on, go," Tommy shouts and me. So | take off with tires squealing. 

"Take it easy, drive normal," Nikki says. So | try to drive the van like | would if | stole it. Despite the fact that 
there's a murder about to take place in it, | turn around and look behind me. The back of the van is covered in 


plastic. Holy shit! They're gonna kill him right here! 


"Go up Mulholland drive. Find somewhere to pull off," Nikki says. 


So that's what | did It was a pretty long drive but the time was filled up by listening to Nikki and Tommy with 
Bobby. They revive Bobby with Amyl Nitrate. But not before tying him up. Once he's awake they start in with 
all sorts of questions. They find out what they wanna know too. They use several means of torture to make 
Bobby talk. The sound of his screams gets me really on edge. And trust me, there's a lot of screaming. What 
with Nikki driving a Stilletto through his hand, Tommy shooting him in the knee, maceing him, applying pressure 
on his bleeding wounds, and using a cattle prod on him his screams are near constant. But they manage to find 
out that we were targeted because record companies are interested in us. They wanted to eliminate the 


competition. 

l'm like on the verge of a panic attack. I'm not kidding. I'm going to be a witness to murder. l'm a fucking 
accessory. | try to calm myself by thinking about their track record. They've never been caught. They really 
did know what they were doing. They're professionals. It's gonna be OK Duff. Just drive. This guy was gonna kill 
me. He has to die and | know that..But | don't want to be party to his murder! 

| find a place to pull off eventually. | pull the van up a little trail and Nikki tells me to kill it and turn off the 
lights. | grip the wheel firmly with my whole body trembling. | try to zone out of this world. | don't want to be 
here! I'm fucking scared!! | know they're about to kill Bobby. Bobby who I've jammed with. Bobby who I've 
partied with. Bobby that | thought was a friend. But he was gonna kill me! He wanted me to fucking diell This is 
all so incredibally fucked up!! Why did this have to happenl!l? Then | can't help but listen Listen to Nikki and 
Tommy argue about who gets to do it. They're fucking animals!!! 

"Come on! | need this!" Tommy growls. 

"But its my fucking turn!" Nikki shouts as Bobby begs for his life. 

"If you let me I'll do you so fucking good baby," Tommy begs. 

"Fine. But I'm holding you to that” 

Then | hear a gunshot and know that Bobby is dead. Holy fucking shit!! He's deadl! Breathe Duff. Breathe. 

"So what do we do with the body babe?" Tommy asks Nikki. 

"Hummm..How about a trip to the zoo?" Nikki answers. 

"Oh yeah, you know how | love the fucking zoo baby. Remember when we." 

"Shut up Tommy, let's slice and dice this motherfucker. Where's the saw?" 

Oh holy shit! | have no choice but to listen to a body being dismembered. There's no way to describe the 


sound of sawing through bone. | look back once and throw up all over the place. There's so fucking much blood! 


I've never seen so much blood in my life. It's something straight out of a horror film. But the worst part is 


Nikki and Tommy covered in blood and devouring each other with kisses. They rub the blood all over each 
other as they kiss and caress. This is the sickest shit I've ever heard of. 


They end up having me drive to the zoo. They scale a wall and feed the hacked up pieces of what was once 
Bobby Dahl to the lion's, cheetahs, panthers, and alligators. | get stuck toting some of the bloody body parts. | 
throw up again as | watch these savage beasts eat the dismembered body parts. But this was one less threat, 


right? It had to be done, right? | keep trying to tell myself that this had to happen. But | still feel like shit. 


*Shakes Head* 


*Shakes Head* 
Slash's POV 


l'm smack dab in the middle of the most wound up shit ever. | came to Izzy's place to score. Simple enough 
right? So you'd think, but no. Instead it turns into having some drinks because Axl is over. Halfway through my 
first fucking one the door flies open. Its Nikki, Tommy and Duff. But the way they look when they open the 
door is terrifying. They're covered inblood and carrying Duff with his arms draped around their shoulders. But 
his head is bowed and just flops around lifelessly. | don't know if he is dead or alive. Frankly l'm scared to 


fucking ask 
"Holy shit! What the fuck?!" Axl shouts. 


"Keep your voice down," Nikki says as he brings a bloody fingertip to his lips. Then they lower Duff down on 


the couch. 


"What the fuck did you do to Duff?!" Izzy asks fairly hysterical for Izzy. He's hovered over Duff feeling for a 
pulse. God please don't let Duff be dead! 


"Oh he's fine," Nikki says dismissively with the flick of his wrist and pulls out a cigarette with his bloody 
fingers and brings it up to his bloody lips. Isnt he aware that he's covered in fucking blood? "He started 
freaking the fuck out so | gave him some smack. He's resting nicely now, wouldn't you say?" He asks striking 


his lighter. 
"I told you they were fucking psychopaths!" Axl shouts at me. 


"And | thought | told you that I'm not a gaddamn psychopath," Nikki calmly says, "A psychopath doesn't know 
right from wrong. A sociopath does, they just don't give a fuck The next time you forget." He smirks all 
bloody, "well." Then he laughs obnoxiously loud and | can't tell if he's serious or joking. But I'm gonna lean 


towards serious. 

"Nikki.Why are you guys covered in blood?" | ask very slowly and cautiously. 

Just then Nikki seems to become aware of this fact and looks down at himself. Like he honestly didn't know. 
"Oh. Well Tommy and | found out that a hit was going down on Duff tonight so we took out Bobby Dahl just as 


he was about to kill your sleeping bassist. Had a gun in his neck and everything.” 


"Dismemberment is bloody work," Tommy nods his head. Then he and Nikki bust out laughing for a moment. | 


guess it's an inside joke because | sure as shit don't see the humor in it. 


"So after a little trip to the zoo Duff just starts hyperventilating. He was about to pass out so | gave him 

something to relax him. It was just enough to get a toddler off. First timers," Nikki says and casually walks 

over to the sink and cuts it on and starts whistling as he washes blood off his hands. But he's whistling the 
fucking impending doom sound of something like a funeral March. Tommy plops down under Duff's feet with 
them in his lap. 


"Man you're getting fucking blood all over the place!" Izzy shouts at Tommy. 
"| need a shower. Do you want the blood in your shower or mine?" Tommy shrugs at him 

"Not mine!" Im actually sorta enjoying Izzy not being so cool and calm for a change. 

"OK then, shut the fuck up. What do you expect me to do? Stand?" He snorts and rolls his eyes. 
"Do you guys usually get this. Messy?" | ask Tommy. 


He lowly chuckles, "No. Sometimes we don't get a drop on us. But obviously this isn't one of those times. See, in 
all actuality it's better to drain the blood out of a body before dismembering it. Otherwise when you start 
sawing them up you hit arteries and shit and that shit shoots out all over the fucking place. Kinda like an out 


of control water hose. Only it's blood, not water," he so candidly explains. 


Then Nikki returned. He's still bloody as hell but with clean hands at least"! guess | should probably tell you 
that we don't know which one of you might be next. So l'm afraid we have to keep you guys together. Tommy 
or myself have to be with you at all times. You can split into two groups if you like, but no one is by their 
self. Got it?" He asks allot us. 


We just nod. What the the fuck could we do? They might be total nut jobs that walk around all bloody with no 
disregard for it, but they saved Duff's life. They have done what we asked them to do. Nobody died tonight 
and thats all because of Nikki and Tommy. Looks like we have no choice but to become inseperable from them. 


They just might very well save all of our lives. 

"Tommy, we seem to be missing a drummer. Would you be so kind as to go fetch out neighborhood pimp and 
three lovely whores?" Nikki says to Tommy. "I'll stay with the kids and babysit. Then when you get back l'm 
holding you to your promise," he points his finger at him. 

"I didn't make a promise," Tommy gives him a big toothy grin 

"I think you did. Remember, when you were begging me to let you do Bobby?" Nikki cocks his head at him. 
"Oh that," Tommy winks at him. "Sure thing babe, don't shower without me." He stands up to leave. | guess 


being covered in blood is something that these two sick fucks enjoy. It's like they just wanted to marinate in 
the shit. 


"Wouldn't dream of it." 


Adventures in Tommyland 


Adventures In Tommyland 
Tommy's POV 


So | left to go pick up the rest of them. | should probably stop and burn the bloody plastic lining in the van 
before picking up passengers. Especially chicks, they're so squeemish and shit. I'm always offending their 
delicate fucking sensibilities. So | drive along looking for some homeless crowds because they usually have 50 
gallon barrels set on fire to keep warm. | finally find a group of them huddled up. | put the van in park and 
jump in the back and start untapping the plastic. | ball it up then come out of the van. | walk to the burning 


barrel. 


"Evening guys, got a little something for you to stoke your fire with. But they must see me covered in blood 
and freak out or something because they all start running. | just chuckle and grab a stick to stir the fire. 


But | guess | linger too long or something because | hear someone shout, "FREEZE!" 


| casually look over my shoulder, "Evening officer," | smile at him. Isn't this just fucking serendipitous? Really? 
Right now a cop has to show up? Where the fuck did he even materialize from? | don't see a squadcar 


anywhere. Surely | haven't been busted by fucking foot patroll That's almost as bad as a fucking meter maid! 


"Get down on your kneesll" He screams with his voice cracking and sounding especially frightened. | don't 


suppose being bathed in blood helps my case much. 


‘Oh | don't get on my knees for someone | just met," | shake my head. But he apparently finds my humor 
lacking. 


"Get down on the ground! | will shoot youl" But | don't think it would be that easy for him. He's fucking 
terrified. The barrel of his gun is shaking. He'll never hit me straight. If he aims for my head he'll miss all 
together. Breathing is the key to an accurate shot. You have to pull the trigger as you exhale. 


"OK, OK," | sigh and put my hands up as | lower myself down to my knees. I'll play his little game and make him 
feel like a fucking hero before | really fuck up his day. 


He cautiously approaches me. "Whose blood is this?!" 


"Blood? No this is paint. I'm a painter. See, that's my plastic from a kitchen | just painted" | smile. Shit, Id 


believe the sincerity in my voice. 


He grabs my wrist and pulls it behind my back and slaps a cuff on me. Well obviously I'm not gonna get 
arrested. With my cuffed hand | pull my gun from my back as he's reaching for my other arm. | aim it 


backwards and shoot. The silly fucking bastard forgot to remove my weaponry..Which admittedly, would take an 
act of, | don't know, god or something. | hear him yelp and start screaming and he falls to the ground. | turn 
around and look down at him. He's shot in the stomach but he'd most likely live. Now | couldn't have that. If he 
lives | go to jail. Do not pass go, do not collect $200. | press my gun to his head and fire. Rockabye baby. 


| laugh and feel my dick start twitching. Something about offing a cop was just a turn on to me. Damn | wish 
Nikki was here. He loves killing cops even more than | do. | think of how good Nikki will look in nothing but this 
cops hat. Yeah! Fuck get your head back in the game Tommy. | start searching the dead cop for the handcuff 
key. Unfortunately | don't find it anywhere. | don't have all fucking night to look for the damn thing either. Fuck 
it. Nikki has one. | grab the cops hat and put it on my head. Now | have to fucking get rid of his body and | 
just cleaned up the fucking van. Goddamnit. So | fold my arms on my chest and think of how to swiftly and 
efficiently dispose of one of LAPD'S deadest. My eyes go over to the flames in the barrel. Fire. Yeah, fire. 


| stroll back over to the van and search for a pair of pliers and a can of deisel fuel. Diesel because it burns 
slower than gas. Gas would burn off fast and do nothing more than cook the skin nice and crispy. | need all 
fluids gone. One thing | don't need is little bits of cop getting found. | return to the cop and sit down on his 
chest. | open his mouth and position the pliers over a molar. Crack. Wiggle. Pull. Something about pulling teeth 
satisfied me. | don't know what it is really. | have just always enjoyed it. | found it strangely calming. The teeth 


Ill dispose of much more cautiously. 


So | drag the body off into seclusion | douse him and make a trail with the deisel back over his trail of blood 
where | had dragged him. | strike a match and drop it. | seriously doubt that any of the homeless guys who 
saw me will say a fucking word. | also kinda doubt they could identify me in a lineup minus all the blood. l'm 
pressed for time so | should probably go get Steven and his chicks while Mr. Dead Officer burns a bit. Not like 
he's fucking going anywhere. Plus by the time someone shows up to put him out his fingertips won't have any 
prints left. I've got his wallet, badge, and teeth, what the fuck are they gonna identify? Maybe | should wipe 
the blood off my face at least. Delicate sensibilities and all 


Blood and Weapons 


Blood And Weapons 
Axis POV 


Tommy came back with Steven and the girls. The girls seem very much on edge because of the two whack 
jobs standing in Izzy's apartment covered in blood. Are they ever gonna wash the fucking shit off? Looks like 
they will be getting all that blood in Izzy's shower afterall. He's not too happy about his apartment being a 
headquarters of such. But it's the best place. Here izzy can still sell dope and try to come up with the cash to 
pay back his supplier. 


The second that Tommy comes through the door Nikki shouts out, "Fuck you! You killed a fucking cop without 


me?" 


Tommy can't help but smile, "I wish you would have been there. | was just cleaning out the van before going to 
Steven's place. | was burning the plastic lining from the van and the fucker snuck up on me and got the drop. 
He cuffed one wrist and forgot to search me first. So | had to shoot him. | wasn't out looking for cops to take 
out or anything. Oh, | did get you a souvenir," he says and sits the cops hat on Nikki's head. Nikki shakes his 
arms around Tommy and kisses his rather vulgarly. "Oh, and get this fucking cuff off me," Tommy extends the 


cuffed wrist out to him. 


Nikki takes a key from his pocket and sticks it in the lock He pauses and smirks, "Maybe | should leave it on. 
We could have a lot of fun with these." And Tommy kisses Nikki. 


"Oh for fuck sake, would you two please get that blood off you?!" Izzy says throwing his hands up. 


They both look at him then at each other. They smile at one another like seductive predators. "I thinknk we can 
handle that," Nikki says and grinds into Tommy. Then they head to the bathroom together. 


"And don't leave any goddamn trace of blood," Izzy calls out to them. 


"So is anybody gonna tell me why a blood bathed assassin came to my place and drug us all over here?" 


Steven asks uncapping a beer. 

"Bobby Dahl tried to kill Duff tonight," | tell him. 

"Holy shit! Is Duff OK?!" He asks sitting forward in concern 

"He's OK. But those psychos killed Bobby right in front of Duff. Then he had to help them take dismembered 


pieces of him to the zoo where they fed the animals. Duff freaked of course. He started having a panic attack 
so Nikki fucking shot him up. He's asleep on Izzy's bed," | sigh. 


"Fuck.So Bobby's..Dead?" He asks and almost sounds sad. | guess he forgets about the hit on us. The murdering 
son of a bitch had to die. It was him or Duff. 


And | just look down and nod. And it gets quite. The only sound is Slash piddling with his guitar. Izzy quietly 
paces his floor smoking the hell out of a cigarette. | wished that | could distract him with kisses, but we have 


an audience. Then | realize that Desi isn't here. "Where's Desi?" | ask him. 


"Fuck if | know," he shrugs, "She disappeared in the night. She got on the shit bad again. She's probably on a 
three day binge or something." 


"She's not safe out there. What if." 

"| know!" He cuts me off, "What the fuck can | do? | can't go out and hunt her." 

"Hunt who?" Nikki asks returning from the bathroom in nothing but a towel. 

"Desi," | tell him, "Izzy's chick She's on that shit," | snarl. 

"Guess | should take you to look for her huh?" Nikki asks Izzy. 

Izzy stops pacing and just sighs as he looks up at the ceiling. 

"If you'd be so kind as to fetch me and Tommy some non blood soaked clothes you and | can get going.” 

Izzy sighs again and disappears to his bedroom to get the naked hitmen some clothes to wear. Tommy comes 
out of the bathroom without the courtesy of a towel and wraps Nikki in his arms from behind and kisses his 
shoulder. Nikki smiles and leans into him. "Babe | have to take Izzy out searching for his junkie girlfriend," Nikki 
tells him. 

"Damn! | was wanting to get you in that hat," 

‘Sorry, business first," Nikki sighs and walks out of his arms as Izzy returns with some clothes. Nikki takes 
the clothes and let's the towel around his waist fall off on the ground. He slides them on and looks down at 
himself. Then he looks over at what Tommy's wearingHe just chuckles and shakes his head. "We look like fucking 
Gypsy's T-Bone." 

Tommy examines them and shakes his head. "Izzy don't you have some t-shirts of something?" 

Izzy just glares at him. Then Nikki starts retrieving the weapons he wears on him. There's a gun under his 
arm. Two in his waist, one in the front, one in the back. He's got a ten inch dagger down his spine. A gun in one 


boot, a switchblade in the other. There's a throwing knife on his right wrist. On his left is some device that will 
spray Mace. On his belt is a pouch of Chinese throwing stars. On his hip is another knife. He stuffs a set of 


brass knuckles in his pocket. He sticks the handcuffs he took off Tommy in his back pocket dangling. Goddamn, 
you'd think that he was going to war. 


No Loose Ends 


No Loose Ends 
Nikki's POV 


When hunting junkies it's always best to start with dealers. Chances are they've seen them or expect them. 
Izzy knows that too, that's why I'm assuming that the first five places we go to, which Izzy makes me hang 
back and wait outside, are drug dealers places. Places in which his chick apparently happens to not be at. | 
wonder if he thinks to check the bedrooms. A junkie chick almost always fucks some dealer in their junkie 


career. 
After the third stop | spotted a car pulls off and part. | ignored it. It could have been merely coincidence. But 
when the same vehicle was pulling off at the fourth place | knew it was something more than coincidence. 
When we stopped at the fifth place | grabbed Izzy by the arm before he goes inside. "Don't look, but there's a 
blue Century following us.” 

Izzy just freezes, "You're sure?" 

"Positive," | nod. 

He nods back, "Don't let them shoot me in the fucking back huh?" He asks just before going into the building. 
So | stand on the sidewalk smoking a cigarette and carefully watching the car for someone to get out with my 
peripheral view. They're probably waiting for us to walk through a secluded place once we leave here. Just 
then can hear gunfire coming from a second story apartment. | can only assume that Izzy's found some sort 
of trouble to get into without me. Hopefully it wasn't him getting shot because I'd first like the chance of 
scolding him for getting out of my sight. I'm about to head in and investigate when | see Izzy running down the 
stairs dragging his bitch with him. lzzys got his gun in his hand so | know who fired the shot most likely. 
"Fucking gol" Izzy shouts at me. 

"You fire that shot?" | ask over his screaming bitch in his grasp. 

"Yes! Let's get the fuck out of here!" He says all panicked. 

| drag them both into the alley. His bitch just won't shut the fuck up. "Did you shoot somebody?" | ask. 

"He shot Rikki! He shot Rikki!" His bitch is screaming. 


"He was there to kill youl" Izzy shouts at her and quickly recovers her mouth. 


"Well we can't just leave," | smirk, "Somebody can identify him. Did anybody see you pull the trigger? The 


dealer whose apartment we happen to be at perhaps?" 
And Izzy nods. 


"Goddamn Izzy, what's wrong with you? You're street smart. You know you can't leave fucking witnesses. What 


the fuck?" 


And his bitch starts screaming louder and trying to get away. Izzy really doesn't have much choice but to slap 
her. Then he grabs her and shakes her, "He was gonna kill you you fucking junkie! While you were busy sucking 
dick he was gonna put a slug in the back of your fucking head! Don't you fucking understand that?!" Right 


about now I'm surprised she realizes a damn thing. She's definitely wasted. 


"Look, we gotta go clean house," | say and start screwing a silencer into the barrel of my gun, "Get your bitch 
under control or I'll shoot her my fucking self” 


Izzy clamps his hand over her mouth and starts dragging her back into the building. | know that the dealer is 
probably doing one of two things, stashing his shit or calling the cops. So | don't bother with the traditional 
knock. | kick the fucking door in, guns blazing. The phone is in his hand. | shoot through both phone and hand and 
double tap him in the head before he can ever scream about his hand. | can hear Izzy's bitch screaming again 
from behind his hand clamping down over her mouth. She's really testing my fucking patience. While | do have 
the distasteful disadvantage of knowing right from wrong, lm blessed with the ability to not give a fuck. 


"You mind shutting the door Izzy?" | calmly say, "And you've got exactly thirty seconds to shut that bitch up." 
"You hear that?! Shut the fuck up!" Izzy growls into her neck and releases her to shut the door. 
"You're both crazyll" She screams. 


| spin around and punch her. She just hits the floor. "I'm sorry for hitting the bitch Izzy. But I'd like to not go 
to jail Tonight. | hope you understand” 


"Thanks for doing that for me," Izzy sighs. He quickly grabs a towel and starts wiping down any of the places 
he or Desi might have touched. | reach for a pair of pliers out of my pocket. Me and T-Bone use pliers on all 
our confirmed kills so it's habit to always keep a pair on us. | go to work on pulling some teeth and burning off 
fingertips. Izzy naturally pukes at the sight. I'm not sure why really. He's lived a pretty rough life. Surely he's 
seen a little blood before. But | know that | can't let him freak out on me. 


"That's ok, everybody pukes the first time," | tell him hoping he doesn't freak out the way Duff did. "Come on 
Stradlin, talk, | can't have you going into shock on me. We already have to carry your chick | can't carry both 


of you. I'll have no choice but to flip a coin to see which one of you | leave behind." 


orry man, he almosT whispers, I've never.. tou Know.. Killea anyone before. 
"Sorry " he almost whispers, "| You k Killed anyone before." 


"Don't worry, it gets easier," | say cracking another tooth loose. Front teeth are pretty easy for me but jaw 
teeth are a motherfucker. | usually end up breaking off part of the root. Tommy was by far better at pulling 
teeth. But | don't need all the roots. All | have to do is make sure that what | do leave can never be connected 


to some dental exray somewhere. 


"The door was cracked open when | got here. | stuck my head in and | saw him creeping closer and closer to 


Desi and.. | pulled out my gun and fired," he says distantly. 


"Well, look at it this way," | say cracking loose another tooth, "it's one less person trying to kill you." 


Ten Seconds To Love 


Ten Seconds To Love 
Tommy's POV 


Nikki came back with Izzy and Izzy's knocked the fuck out bitch. Everyone else in the room recoils in horror. | 
can't help but laugh myself because | see blood on Nikki's hands. | get almost hard because | know that Nikki 
saw some sort of action Doubt it's the chicks blood because Nikki's fist would have been out of the way 
before the bleeding started. And this blood is on his fingers mostly, not his fists. Then | notice the look on 
Izzy's face. It's similar to the way Duff had looked but Izzy's holding it together much better. But that empty 
glassy stare tells me that this is a man being eaten alive by sudden guilt. Well well, Izzy got his hands dirty. 


| see your cherry got popped," | say congratulatory, with a big toothy smile. There's nothing like the first 


time you kill someone. 


"Yeah, he got Rikki," Nikki nods and drops Izzy's girlfriend on the ground. "Oops," he shrugs as he steps over 
her and walks over to me. "I brought you something," he smirks at me and drops bloody teeth into my hand. 


| laugh excitedly, "Baby, this is better than Peruvian gold!" | take the teeth and add them to the cops teeth. 
We'll get rid of these later. "God | wanna fuck you so much right now." | pull him to my lips and kiss him long 
and hard. 


Nikki breaks away with a dark chuckle, "Good. Then it seems that | have you exactly where | want you." 


"Fuck! | don't know how much longer | can take it!" | pull him to me and kiss him even harder than before. My 
hand jerk at his belt. He throws his head back as | kiss his throat. | pull out his gun from the front of his 
pants and toss it on the floor. Then | grab the one in the back as my lips take his again. | shove his pants down 


and lower myself onto my knees. | just wanted to taste him. | couldn't wait another fucking second. 


"Do they not see us sitting right fucking here?" | hear Axl asking someone. Yeah, we know there's an audience, 


big fucking deal. 


| take Nikki's cock in my mouth and swirl my tongue around it. | feel Nikki take me by the back of the head and 
shove his dick all the way down on him. | know Nikki's never minded an audience for a blowjob. For fucking he 
required privacy, but | just wanted to suck him off. There's no time for sex, plus we're baby sitting five 
Gunners, three hookers, and a junkie. There's no way to be on our toes if we're balls deep in each other. 


"God get a room would youl" Axl is now shouting at us. "Am | the only motherfucker that doesn't want to see 


this?!" 


Nikki pulls his third gun from the holster under his arm. He cocks it and aims it at Axl. "Shut the fuck up red," 


Nikki warns him. | feel him jerking my hair. "Did | tell you to stop? Fucking suck it” So thats what | do. "Faster," 
he commands me. "Fucking faster!" And | go as fast as | can. Im jacking him off with this twist and jerk motion 


Then | feel Nikki's gun in the side of my head. "I said fucking faster!" 


There's something about a hint of death when trying to get someone off. It makes you reach down inside of 
yourself for any tiny bit of more you can find. | know Nikki would never actually hurt me. But | still love his 
threats. Yeah, I'm sick and twisted, but | don't give a fuck what you think. | like it when Nikki acts like a bad 


ass. And he loves it when | am too. We find a lot of mutual pleasure in threatening each other's lives. 


And then Nikki cums with a low growl. | swallow every last yummy drop of it. m mildly satisfied now. But | 
really wanted to be balls deep in his ass. But Nikki always prefers handling business first. So in the sake of 
killing I'll have no choice but to wait for the full package. And that's cool, | know that will just make it that 
much better when it finally happens. 


No Killer 


No Killer 
Axl's POV 


When Izzy came in with Nikki and Desi he was as white as a sheet. It didn’t look like he had seen a ghost, he 

looked like he was the ghost. | could see from across the room that his entire body was trembling. Obviously 
something really fucked up happened because Izzy's not very easily rattled. | walk over to him and | see blood 
on his hands. | raise them for a better look. | didn't know if it was his blood or someone else's. Then | smelled 


the gunpowder smell on them. Behind us Tommy just starts sucking Nikki off. 


"Do they not see us right fucking here?" | shout. Nikki draws a gun and points it right at my fucking head. 
Naturally | freeze because the guy is a psychopath.. l'm sorry, a sociopath. Luckily he points the gun at 
Tommy's head. Fucking freaks. 


‘Izzy... | say his name. His eyes slowly move to look at me. His eyes are so big and terrified that the phrase, ‘a 
deer in headlights’, is nowhere near accurate enough. He's in a state of shock. How could he not be? | almost 
can't even think the words of what he had done. He.Killed someone. But he wasn't a killer. Nobody knows that 
better than me. Obviously he had no choice. He doesn’t just go around taking motherfuckers out. "Izzy," | say 
his name again because his eyes have started to drift. And again he forces his eyes to find me. 


| start to slowly pull him to the bathroom. | shut and lock the door behind us. | quickly turn on the sink and 
stick his hands under the running water. | start to rub them, washing the blood off them. Izzy just blankly 

stares at the bloody water swirling down the drain. Its so fucking hard to get it off. Jesus Christ, is it ever 
gonna wash off? | pick up a bar of soap and lather and lather it. | scrub and scrub but | still can't get it off 


around his fingernails. | needed a toothbrush or something. 


"He..He was about to kill Desi," Izzy mutters. "She couldn't see him.her head was in some guys lap.. | don't even 


remember pulling out my gun.. | just remember seeing the blood.. |." 

‘Its ok lzz, you don't have to talk about it right now," | say as | try to work soap into his cuticles. 

"But Axe.lf they came after Desi then they'll come for Erin too." 

And this is actually the first time | think about her. But Izzy's right. If they tried to get Desi to get at Izzy 
then they'll try to use Erin against me. "She's out of state doing a modeling gig," | say. "She won't be back until 
the end of the week." 


"Nikki. Nikki said someone was following us too. We aren't safe here." 


"Like we can go anywhere," | sigh and cut off the water. 


"Axe... l.. | mur.murdered someone," he stutters. 


"No you didn't," | shake my head and grab a towel to dry his hands with. "He would have killed any one of us 


and anybody that we care about. You're not a killer. Do you hear me? You had no choice darlin 


"Yes | did," he sighs and closes his eyes. | see a tear drop from his lashes. "I could have hit him with 
something.. | could have.." 


‘Izzy if you didn't do it there'd be nothing to stop him from coming after one of us again. You had to do it and 
that's OK" And | hear myself saying it but in the back of my head I'm tripping out because Izzy had killed 
someone. | know he had no choice. | know that he had to do it. But now Izzy will never be the same again. | 


know Izzy. The guilt is just gonna get numbed with more smack. That scared me. 
"No Axe, its not OK. | fucking killed someone!" He shouts. 


| grab his face with both my hands, "Don't you dare say that Izzy. You had to do it. You had no choice. Do you 
hear me? If you didn't do it Desi would be dead. You did what you had to do.” | pull him into my arms and | 
hear him start sobbing. | rub his back, "Shhhh, it's OK. It's gonna be OK sugar. You did what had to be done. 
Don't cry for that son of a bitch. He had to die Izzy. He had to die so all of us could live. You were just 
protecting Desi. Stop crying for that son of a bitch." | back him away from me and grip his face again. "Stop it. 
Do you hear me? Stop it.” 


He nods and tries to comply. "Axe, we gotta get out of here." 
"That's why we have those two idiotic hitmen in your living room." 


"But you don't get it.. | owe money to someone who you don't wanna owe money to." His eyes look very certain 
about this. "| was supposed to pay them tonight, but | don't have all of it and they don't take fucking payment 


plans! These guys aren't amatures Axel They're gonna hunt me and they're gonna kill mel” 


"You and that goddamn precious habit!" | shout at him. "I told you it was gonna kill you! But | meant an 
overdose! Well now it's still gonna kill you, just from a gun barrell Fuck Izzy! Can't they wait a fucking day?! One 
day since you were sorta under quarrentine?!" 


"Even if they do where the fuck am | gonna get the cash?! Cash with fucking interest for being late?!" 


And | didn't have an answer. Having seven guys out to kill us all sorta puts a link in any money making for any 
of us. | knew Izzy could make the cash, but not without being on the streets and selling shit he's cut to 
basically nothing to stretch it. And there's no way Izzy can prowl the streets. He'd just be a sitting duck. He'd 


be dead in a matter of hours out there all alone. There's gotta be another way. 


Awake 


Awake 

Duff's POV 

l'm not sure how long I've been asleep when | open my eyes. A look around at what context clues | can to try 
to figure out where | was. My eyes immediately see candles and syringes on a nightstand at my eyelevel. | 
know the shits not mine. In the corner | see three guitars. The guitars | recognize. They're Izzy's. Which leads 
me to assume that | must be in his bed. But why am | in it and where is everybody? 

| sit up and my head swims. | run my hand over my face trying to remember what happened. The last thing | 
remember was the zoo. Fuck. Then it all hits me like a lightning bolt. | had been having a panic attack. | 
remember Nikki taking my arm and putting a needle in it. He said to me, "Sorry Duff, this will just be easier if 
you pass out" And apparently | did. | guess this is where Nikki and Tommy brought me. 

| put my feet on the floor and try to stand. | stagger and find myself grasping at the bed for support. Damn, | 
must still be high. Shit how fucking much did Nikki give me? | get myself steady on my feet and stagger to the 
door. My stomach starts to churn because l'm afraid to find out what happened while | was sleeping. 

‘Its alivvvvve!" Tommy shouts and tips his Jack bottle at me. 

"See, | fucking told you | didn't overdose him," Nikki smirks and elbows Axl. 

"We were starting to worry about you man," Slash says getting up to bring me a bottle of vodka. l'm just 
wondering if its a peace offering or if | almost died or something. | only get this kind of treatment as some 
form of bribery usually. But why bribe me? It's not like I'm gonna rat. That would thereby implicate myself. I'm 
not going down because | was a target. 


Then | see Izzy standing in his kitchen just staring at the floor. "How long was | out?" | ask in a rhaspy voice. 


"All night bro," Steven sighs and runs his hand through his hair. There's something odd about the atmosphere 
in the room. Then | notice Desi staring blankly out the window and she looks like somebody punched her. 


‘I've missed something, haven't |?" | ask. And even though | asked, | don't think | really wanted to know. 


"Oh, your rhythm guitarist took out Rikki Rockett," Nikki gleefully smiles as he bites into a pop tart. Izzy just 
blankly looks at me. Shit. 


"Could you sound any fucking happier about that you asshole?!" Axl snaps at Nikki. 


"| don't know..lt just makes me happy," Nikki shrugs. "It's a good thing one of you has the balls to pull the 


trigger if they need To." 

"So.. What happened?" | ask and again, l'm not sure if | really wanna know. 

"Well Izzy was out collecting his absent girlfriend She was.. Otherwise engaged and didn't notice Rikki sneaking in 
and pointing a gun at her. Izzy just got him before he could get her. But Izzy ran out like a little bitch so | had 
to go back in and take out the witness and destroy any means of identification" And he takes another big bite 
of his pop tart. 

'Izzy.Man are you OK?" | ask him. But obviously he's not. Izzy just nods and walks over to the bathroom. 


Tommy suddenly jumps up and slams his fist into the wall. "Goddamnit Nikki! I'm fucking boreal!" 


Nikki smirks at him, "I'm eating babe. Just chill out. Today we're going to go fishing for information" Well, 
something about that statement seems to tickle and pacify Tommy. I'm pretty sure | don't want to know. 


Unfortunately, Slash asks him, "How are you guys gonna do that?" 


Tommy cocks an eyebrow at him. "Have you ever had two wires coming off a car battery to your nuts 


before? A dude will tell you any fucking thing that you could wanna know once they've had their nuts zapped." 
"You two are fucking sick," Axl says with much disdain as he shakes his head at them. 
"You're still breathing, ain't you?" Nikki asks him with a huff. 


"We did ask you guys what you wanted done,” Tommy shrugs, " Izzy specifically said he didn't care how we did 
it, dead was dead. So you might want to shut your face before we just leave you assholes to it!" 


‘Its not like that," Steven says, "| for one really appreciate your help. Without the two of you Duff would be 
dead. It's just Axl's the son of a preacher. He's not as accustomed to this sort of thing. Really, thanks guys.’ 


"Thank you Steven. That's all we want, just a little fucking gratitude," Nikki says taking his last bite of pop tart. 


Fishing With The Terror Twins 


Fishing With The Terror Twins 
Steven's POV 


So somehow | got voulenteered to be the bait on Nikki and Tommy's little fishing adventure. They parade me 
around all over the place trying to draw out someone wanting to kill me. After four hours and about five 
bottles of Jack later | can barely fucking stand. And these two aren't even slurring yet. And they've been up 
for days! | knew they partied hard and all, but how much whiskey can a person actually drink? Maybe the coke 


they kept shooting up was the reason Or maybe you can't get insane motherfuckers drunk. 


Tommy's trying to help me walk, but really he's just dragging my drunk ass. Nikki pauses and lights a cigarette. 
"Three blocks back," he says under his breath to Tommy. Tommy nods and leans me against a wall. Then he 
just disappears into the building I'm propped against. Nikki drags from his cigarette and glances at me. "| need 


you to cross the street," he tells me. 
"What? By myself?" | ask. 


Nikki just stares at me as he drags from his cigarette. He drops it to the pavement and exhales. He grabs me 
by the shirt and pulls me away from the wall. He shoves me out into the street. A car almost slams right 
into me. "I'd hurry up and get out of the goddamn street if | we're you," he says pointing at the oncoming 


traffic. 


So somehow | stagger to the other side of the street. Why the fuck did he send me across the street. 
"What's up Adler?" | hear someone say to me. | turn and see C.C. DeVille. Oh shit! What do | do? Say hi or 
fucking shoot him? I'm still in the process of trying to decide when CC. suddenly grabs his neck. He pulls out 
this little silver dart with red down feathers on the end. He staggers forward into me. | try holding him up but 
let's face it, he could lose some weight. Luckily Nikki materializes and helps me with CC. 


"Come on, we gotta get this fuck off the street,” he says. 
"Where's Tommy?" | ask. 


"He'll be here in a second. Who do you think just played Robin Hood with a bow and arrow?" So we stand against 
the wall and hold this guy up while we wait for Tommy. He shows up and he and Nikki start dragging CC. "Hail a 
taxi," Nikki tells me. 


So | stumble to the curb and start flagging taxi cabs. | finally managed to get one. Nikki and Tommy get in the 
back and | get up front. Nikki gives the cab driver an address and | don't know where it is. The cab driver 
complains a bit because it's obviously farther than he wants to take us. Then | start to think about the guys 
back at Izzy's place. Who was keeping an eye on them if Nikki and Tommy are with me? 


About twenty minutes into the ride | start hearing CC. moan. Shit! He's waking up! | quickly turn to look Nikki is 
cooking up a fix in his fucking lap and Tommy is drawing some clear liquid from a vial into a needle. He jabs it in 
CC's thigh. Nikki then starts hunting a vein. Really? He's gonna shoot up right now? Nikki cocks an eyebrow at 
me and motions for me to turn around. | do and just listen to the old ass cabbie trying to spread the word of 


The Latter-day Saints. 


"We're saints ourself," Nikki huffs under his breath, "The Saints of Los Angeles." Tommy starts chuckling to 
himself. Then | can hear C.C. mumbling incoherently again. | dare to look over my shoulder and see Nikki 
shutting him up with a tongue down his throat. Tommy just watches and licks his lips with interest. | would pay 
good money to know what kind of shit runs through their heads. 


We finally end up in the Port of Los Angeles. There's this big ass warehouse in front of us and that's the 
building we go to. Nikki pulls out a key and unlocks a door. He flips a switch and the place lights up. | see 
pentagram shit, some strange drum riser, boxes and boxes of shit, each specifying it's contents. | can't help 
but notice one that says, Theatre of Pain tour panties. What the fuck? "Where are we?" | ask as they drag 
over a chair that pretty much looks like old Sparky. | have no clue what they're doing. 


"Motley warehouse," Tommy says as he pushes CC. down in the chair 
Nikki starts to strap down his arms and legs. "The truth serum working yet?" Nikki asks. 
Tommy grabs CC's chin and raises his head. "Hey man, what were you doing today?" 
"Trying to kill Adler," he mumbles. 

Tommy smiles at Nikki, "Oh yeah, we're good to go babe: 


Nikki slaps C.C. in the back of the head, "Don't be so fucking honest! | can't torture you if you sing like a 
fucking bird!" He pulls out a fucking car battery and sits it on the floor in front of CC. he pulls out a set of 
jumpper cables and hooks it to the battery. He rips open CC's shirt and clamps the fucking black side to his 
fucking nipple. C.C. yelps a bit. Nikki holds the red side in front of his eyes. "I'm sure you get the gist of what 
l'm gonna do to you every time you give me an answer | don't want to hear. Tommy, cut his pants open" And 
Tommy does. Nikki lounges himself across C.C's lap and rests his arms around his shoulders. "Tell me C.C, what 
is the method to your madness? Who's giving you the orders?" 


"Bret," C.C. mumbles. 


Nikki smirks and very lightly touches C.C's other nipple. He gets zapped and starts screaming. "Ooops," Nikki 
chuckles, "l'm sorry, that was the truth wasn't it?" 


"Yeslll" 


"So who's giving Bret orders?" Tommy asks. 

"Fucking Jon! Jon's calling the shots!" 

"| need addresses,” Nikki sighs as he traces his finger over CC's lips. 
"Fuck you! They'll kill mel!" 


‘Oh | wouldn't worry about that," Tommy says as he starts loading a gun," Me and Sixx are gonna kill you 


anyway." 


And he starts to actually cry! This just tickles the shit out of Nikki, "Ah, don't worry, you've got time still 
We're going to have lots of fun before you go," Nikki laughs and grazes the red clamp down between CC's legs. 


He jerks and screams. 


"Plus I'm sure you're gonna want to jam with Bobby and Rikki in the hearafter. Heaven needs bands too," 


Tommy shrugs. "Now how about those addresses?" 


Nikki and Tommy spend hours terrifying him. They keep going back over shit like cops do to try to catch him 
lying, but he doesn't. However Nikki still keeps shocking him for sheer amusement. They actually play with his 
head so much that they convince him that they'll let him live if he helps them take out Bret and the guys 
from Bon Jovi. They finish up and untie him. We're walking out the front door when Nikki speaks. 


"Oh, just one more thing," he pulls out his gun, spins around and squeezes off a single shot, right between his 


eyes, "I fucking hate Poison 


Hs Not Paranoia When | Haven't Been Shooting Coke 


It's Not Paranoia When | Haven't Been Shooting Coke 
Izzy's POV 


| knew better than showing up to pay my dealer when | didn't have to cash. So now it's like the court systems. 
Failure to appear is stamped in red at the top of my file. But the penalty isn't being rearrested, or some fine, 
its death. I'm now officially on two hit lists. Fuck, if | could only come up with the cash and interest, fast, like 
today. Money talks with these guys. But I'm the bullshit walking right now. Waking the final row of death row 
to a date with the electric chair. | needed a plan. A foolproof, high paying con. | can't Jack cars, I'm not a cat 


bugular, I'm not a fighter, and l'm not a.. 


My mind starts to drift, to change, to distort fact into fiction. | turn and watch Desi sleeping in bed. | saved 
that bitches life. She'd be dead if | wouldn't have found her when | did. That fucking whore was sucking off 
some dealer. | should have shot him. But Sixx took care of that. So the way | see it, Desi owes me. She owes 
me doubly Because | saved her life and because she was fucking around on me. Yeah, she owed me, and she 
was gonna get that cash for me. Whether she wants to or not, she's getting me that fucking money. She 
certainly enjoyed helping me off the shit to get behind. 


| strike up a cigarette and cross over to the side of her bed. | sit down and exhale looking at the dingy carpet. 
I'm the kind of guy who was raised to treat women as delicate flowers. My mother and grandmother must 
have imagined that all women were like them. They didn't know about strippers, prostitutes, and drug addicts. 
That gave me a lower standard of respect. And Desi wasn't a good person. She was a junkie, thief, liar, and a 


cheater. A person like Desi had done deeds she needed to answer to. 


| reach out and nudge her, "Desi," | loudly say her name. She's not wanting to wake up so | shove her yet 


harder. 
She just groans and rolled over to face me, " What?" She asks in a cranky voice. 

"| need you to do something," | say still dragging from my cigarette and staring at the floor. 

"What? lm trying to fucking sleep," she snaps and rolls back over. 

"| didn't pay El Padre’, | sigh. "With the hit out on us | haven't been making enough. Plus we dipped into this 
batch way to much. If | don't get him that cash and show up with interest, I'm a dead man" Again | drag from 


my cigarette and look at her dark careless eyes. 


"So what do you expect me to do about it?" She shrugs. Wow, this is all she really cares about whether | live 


or die? 


"You're gonna make it for me," | say dryly as | exhale. 

She rolls her eyes with an exhasperated lock, "In case you forget, there's a hit on me too." 

"Don't worry, Tommy or Nikki will cover you at all times," | reassure her. 

"| dont know how to sell drugs," she huffs at me 

"| didn't ask you to sell drugs," | say putting out my cigarette in the ashtray on the nightstand. 

She sits up a bit and scrunches her brows, "Then what are you getting at?" 

| can't even find it in me to look at the cheating whore. Axl had always warned me about her. For fuck sake, 
that was how | met her. | guess old habits really do die hard. "I need you to get me that money," | almost 


growl. "If you'll suck and fuck for drugs then you'll do it to get high another day." 


"| can't believe you have the balls to say that shit to me!" She looks so fucking shocked. Has she forgotten 


what it was she was doing when | shot Rikki? 


"Well honey, before yesterday | don't think | would have. But seeing you in action has changed things. Now | see 
your true colors. The way | fucking see it, you owe me one. | saved your cheating heart, least you can do is 
save mine. Since we've both come to this honesty streak | feel that | should probably tell you that I'm in love 


with Axl. We've been together since long before you or Erin" 
She just chuckles lowly and shakes her head. *"Well | guess that makes us even, huh?" 


"Look sugar, we can do this the easy way. Just fucking do it because you owe it to me at the very least. Or | 
let Steven be your pimp. But then, | think | might enjoy smacking your lying cheating ass around a bit" And 
thinking of it puts this shit eating grin on my face. 


"Well maybe | should just go to the cops. I'll tell hem you held me hostage till | escaped. "I'll tell them | fear for 
my life." She says becoming wide eyed. "I'll finger you and Nikki!" 


| can't help but smirk, Nikki would kill her before | ever got the chance. "Gotta make it to the front door first 


sweetheart." 


Forced Will 


Forced Will 
Slash's POV 


That next night | was awakened from my designated spot on the floor to yelping. More like a very loud volumed 
argument. At first | wasn't really sure who it was. At certain points it seemed to sound like a debate to 
everyone in the roomBut when | heard Izzy screaming about how she owed him for her life, well | knew who 
was doing most of the yelling now. Then | catch Duff saying that it just wasn't right to do that to Desi. To 
which Izzy describes her as a whore anyway. She might as well get payed in cash and not drugs. | can't help 
but believe it, she never really looked like she was in love with izzy anyway. 


As | lay there | hear my ladies and myself being nominated to go along with izzy and Nikki. Tommy would stay 
with everyone else. They know that pimping is my line of work. Izzy has the ability to become just about 
anything, except a murderer. Killing Rikki had really fucked his head all up. He was just a drug dealer, killing 
wasn't his thing. But if Izzy doesn't come up with a ton of cash, and fast, someone was definitely gonna kill him. 
And Nikki is complete assassin level. I've never met such a keen eyed junkie before. Both he and Tommy have 
better reflexes than anyone else I've ever met before. They were literally born with the minerals of cold 
blooded killers. And | seriously don't know how they keep from getting caught. They walk around, bathed in 
blood, and nobody even seems to notice them. But | have to give them props on removing identifiable things like 
fingerprints, teeth, and sometimes even tattoos. Plus they were quite efficient in disposing of bodies when they 
can. 

"How the fuck is sucking off strangers any different than sucking off dealers you slut?!" Axl shouts at Desi. 
She snorts, "Well, | guess its not as bad as sucking off Izzy after he's had his dick up your ass!" 

Without warning Axl jumps up and smacks the shit out of her. And Izzy lets him. He just stands there smoking 
his cigarette in his ever cool presence. Wait a minute! What did she say?! Nikki chuckles. "Oh don't be so 
bashful Axl. Nothing wrong with a little dick up your ass." 

‘lm not that little," Izzy exhales. 

Duff, Steven, and myself just stare with gaping jaws at what we were hearing. Axl and Izzy.. They... 

Izzy rolls his eyes at us sitting in shock. "Could you at least look less shocked?" 


S.Sorry," Duff mumbles and looks down. 


"How long have you two..You know..2" Steven meekly asks. 


"Always, what's it to youl?" Axl snaps at him. 


"Why did you guys keep it from us. It's not like we would have given you a hard time about it or anything," | 
say. 

"Never been one to kiss and tell," Izzy drags casually from his cigarette. 

"Fucking faggots," Desi mumbles under her breath but we all hear. 

Tommy grabs her by the arm hard, "You got something to say dope whore?! What does it sting a little to 
know your boyfriend loves and fucks someone else?! | don't think you can say shit cunt! Go put on some 


makeup and scantily clad red clothes!" 


"Hey, you ain't shit to me so don't tell me what the fuck to dol" She shouts like her tiny dopeheaded ass can 


actually take him on. 

Then Nikki jerks her by the arm, "You say one more thing out of line.No fuck that, if you say any fucking 
thing at all I'll black your other eye. lm in charge here, you got that? If you have a problem with that there's 
the door. | somehow doubt you'll be missed. Now get your ass in the back and look your part.” 


Desi turn bulging eyes at Izzy. "Are you going to let them talk to me like that?!" 


"Yep," Izzy says and throws his arm around Axl's shoulder. 


Whore 


Whore 
Nikki's POV 


You know, sluts are cool when you're young and horny with no expectations past busting a nut. But when you 
live with them and bestow them with the title of girlfriend, well that's when you might as well count on 
disappointment. As they say, you can't turn a whore into a housewife. And that was true, once a whore, 
always a whore. This is a lesson that Izzy's obviously learning right now as his girl picks up strangers to suck 


off. Granted he's forcing the bitch, but come on if they had dope she'd do it anyway. 


Yet | don't think Izzy ever invested much heart in his relationship with Desi. None of this seems to really 
really bother him. | think he had more feelings invested in Axl. | suppose that's best given the situation. Ah, 
the mysterious remunerations of the human heart. Sentimental fools aren't we all? l'm almost feeling all warm 


and fuzzy. Almost.. 

"Fuck you Izzy!" Desi screams in his face with wet eyes and swollen lips from her last blowjob. 

"Hell no! I'm still short! You're gonna stay out here till | get my fucking money! | don't care if it takes four 
days! We aren't going home till I've got my money! Your ass better be glad I'm feeding your arm while l'm 
doing it! Now get your ass back out on that Street!" Izzy just points a stern finger at the curb. 

"No! You can't make mel!" 


"Wanna fucking bet?" Izzy growls as he grabs her arm. | saved your fucking life you cheating fucking junkie.” 


"Cheating fucking junkie?! How's that fucking even come out of your face?! What about your precious fucking 
Axl?! Who's the junkie cheater?!" 


"Shut the fuck up," Izzy hisses. 


"Why?! You don't want everyone to know you like it up the ass?! Why don't you just trade your ass for your 
dope debt?!" 


OK, | always enjoy a good catfight, but a broken record you just gotta throw away. | grab Izzy's whore and 
drag her into the alley. She screams and flags and thrashes about. She tries to scream but | quickly slap her 
before she can. And Izzy, Izzy doesn't say shit. He gladly allows me to do anything | want to her. So | slam her 
into a wall. While she's busy trying to catch the breath | knocked out of her | pull out my switchblade. | snap it 
open and point the tip just under her eyeball. She goes cross eyed trying to look at it. 


"The next time you say one fucking word that doesn't involve making money, l'm gonna hurt you." And 


apparently she's scared of me because she doesn't breathe. | smirk because | know she won't defy me. "Now, 
dry your fake fucking tears. Get your ass back out there and make some fucking money. Your scandalous 
behavior is why I'm out here on the fucking streets and not back at Izzy's with Tommy in the first place. Stop 
wasting my fucking time. Understand?" And she nods slowly. Wow, am | that intimidating? 

She turns and starts to go back to the curb. She pauses in front of Izzy and glares at him. He just exhales 
smoke in her face and motions with his head to the curb. So she goes back out there and starts trying to get 
a customer. Izzy looks at me then down to the pavement, "Thanks man." 

"Well, not everyone is assertive," | shrug. 


Izzy sighs, "| can't believe | saved her life. | should have just." 


"Regret is a wasted emotion man," | cut him off, "Our gut instincts and impulses generally turn out to be 


accurate. Its a shame no one follows them." 

Izzy nods and drags from his cigarette. "It must be pretty convenient to not give a shit." 

| smile broadly, "I think it's my best attribute." 

He just looks at me blankly and drags from his cigarette again “You think anybody is watching us right now?" 
"Most likely," | nod, "but they haven't made a move yet. I'm sure Jon is having a little trouble now since 
everyone from Poison, save fucking Bret, is no longer with us. He doesn't want to lose any band mates, 
otherwise he wouldn't have manipulated Bret into doing his dirty work. God | can't wait to kill that son of a 
whore bitch." 


"What? Not a fan?" lzzy smirks. 


"No. Maybe if | go deaf.Nah, probably not then either," | shake my head. 


